That England is going to rack and ruin.

That England is the finest country in the world.

That all foreigners are slightly mad.

That any one disagreeing on any of these points
ought to be shot.

The beliefs of Englishwomen are confined to the
more domestic problems of life.

That all men are just like children.

That it is better to be dodwy than smart.

That listening to the wireless is meritorious but
reading a novel is waste of time.

That a Sale is a place where goods can be obtained
for less money than they are really worth.

That children are a blessing to their parents.

Enough has now perhaps been said to show that the
English, whatever else they may be, are agreeably
inconsistent. (Unfortunately, it was an American
who first wrote: Dare to be inconsistent.)

It will be part of our English inconsistency, to
enjoy Font's delightful presentations of our national
life, to point out to one another how very true it all
is, and to continue, unmoved, in our ways.

E. M. D.

10